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POETRY:// Magazine of Verse 

THE MINER 

Those on the top say they know you, Earth — they are liars. 
You are my father, and the silence I work in is my mother. 
Only the son knows his father. 
We are alike — sweaty, inarticulate of soul, bending under 

thick knowledge. 
I drink and shout with my brothers when above you — 
Like most children we soon forget the parents of our souls. 
But you avidly grip us again — we pay for the little noise of 

life we steal. 

TO AN ENEMY 

I despise my friends more than you. 

I would have known myself, but they stood before the mirrors 

And painted on them images of the virtues I craved. 

You came with sharpest chisel, scraping away the false paint. 

Then I knew and detested myself, but not you : 

For glimpses of you in the glasses you uncovered 

Showed me the virtues whose images you destroyed. 

TO A DISCARDED STEEL RAIL 

Straight strength pitched into the surliness of the ditch, 

A soul you have — strength has always delicate secret reasons. 

Your soul is a dull question. 

I do not care for your strength, but for your stiff smile at 

Time — 
A smile which men call rust. 

Maxwell Bodenheim. 
[188] 



